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Beekman was then a senior at Harvard and was the intercollegiate
squash champion. He had spent a summer at Dr. Grenfell's mission
in Labrador, and talked so much about it to me that finally I agreed
to go with him into the interior.
The result was a journey as uncomfortable but in some ways as
interesting as any I ever made. I had a special interest in seeing
Labrador, knowing that that desolate land exposed Archaean and
early sedimentary rocks. In the Grand Canyon it was water that
cut through the sedimentation to the basic crust. In Labrador the
erosion had been from ice. Untold ages of glacial movement had
ground off the entire sedimentary crown of that vast peninsula. It
seemed likely that I might pick up some fossil algae there.
From that point of view the expedition was not much of a success,
principally because of lack of time. The travel proved to be much
harder and slower than we expected. When we started in, we had
a journey of 800 miles ahead of us and just forty-five days to catch
the last boat of the season leaving Battle Harbour for the south. The
result was that we had to keep going every minute. There was no
time for any prospecting.
Labrador consists of a high central plateau so level and flat that
it is half under water, being full of lakes, large and small, connected
by broad sluggish rivers. At the edges of the high land the terrain
slopes off sharply, and many swift rivers, full of rapids and cataracts,
carry off the heavy precipitation of the plateau. The rivers are
especially numerous on the west and south slopes, falling into
Hudson Bay and the Gulf of St. Lawrence. On our trip we had to
make sixty-nine portages, most of them on the way up to the top.
We went up die Moisie River, outfitting at Seven Islands, the
Hudson's Bay Company post at the mouth of the Moisie on the
St Lawrence. Here we bought two canoes and hired a French-
Canadian guide and two Indians for pole-men and paddlers. Our
outfit weighed 1,200 pounds, including provisions for two months.
Going up the Moisie it was pole, pole all the way, back-breaking,
monotonous work 'in which the canoes did not seem to move against
the torrent. But even that work was a relief from the torture of
the black flies and mosquitoes. I thought I knew something about
insect pests, but the bkck flies of Labrador were like one of the
plagues of Egypt. We saw plenty of bare tipi-poles on the way in,

